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Ottokar.

Marchegg, thus let the town be also named

Which there in memory of the day shall rise.

Marchegg be mark and token of my luck,

Which thence shall spread.   Who is to stay my hand?

The distant future loudly shall proclaim

The glorious day and my victorious name.

(He rises and turns to the servants.)
Why do you stay?   Ah, to ungird my limb?

(He sits down again.)
Herr Burgomaster, seij&e my hose of mail!
Not thus!    Avaunt!    Why slowly tug away?

(He violently pulls off the greave and throws it into the middle
of the room.)

Just where the river March begins to curve,
Throned high King Bela on the further hill,
And Heinrich Preussel near him, in full sight,
Who showed him, as in puppet-play do boys,
The battlefield and what took place around;
The combatants he named of most repute.
A pretty pastime, till the Hapsburg came,
His cavalry descending with fell swoop,
And wildly fled who could in Magyar swear,
Into the river, where their flowing beards
Like sedgy grass swayed in the tide below.
Where is Count Hapsburg?   By the gods of war,
Well stood his ground he!   Most demure of mien,
But in attack a very devil he.
Where is Count Hapsburg?

Servant.

Shall we call the count?
Ottokar.

Not   When the Magyar king perceived his plight,
No need he had of an interpreter.
His hair he wildly clutched with both his hands,
And plucked.   Methought an idle task,

